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LIFE IN THE REALMS 


So what’s it like, living under The Silent Sun? 
The grim answer is, “A ceaseless prayer to survive another day.” Life beneath The Silent Sun is a slow, un- 
ending march through a world drenched in blood-colored light and choking shadows. Days are cast in an 
eerie, eternal eclipse, where a crimson glow stains the sky, and the sun, obscured and shrouded, looms like 
a dying ember. The nights are worse—so black that even the bravest souls dare not wander far. In this 
world of twilight and darkness, survival is a testament to faith, or so the Pontifex Solis proclaims. 


They call it the Ebon Sun, the divine light eclipsed. To the faithful, its shadowed radiance is a test of 
mortal resolve, proof of its righteous judgment. But for the heretics and unworthy, the dimming of the sun 
is a curse—a reminder of the dominion of the Holy Caste and the ever-watchful Pontifex Solis. The crimson 
eclipse is said to be the will of the Ebon Sun itself, a divine edict to purify the world in preparation for its 
return to full glory. 


The air is heavy with an unnatural stillness, broken only by the wail of distant war horns or the ser- 
mons of the Holy Caste. The land is gripped by dread, the sun’s pall casting the very earth in hues of decay. 
Crops grow weak under its gaze, their meager harvests barely sustaining the faithful. Rivers run red in the 
twilight, and forests twist in the shadows, their shapes gnarled and unwelcoming. 


Faith in the Ebon Sun is absolute and enforced with brutal zeal. Its worship is a way of life, and its 
clergy speak of a divine cleansing that will one day restore the sun to its full, glorious light. Until then, the 
faithful must endure the trials of The Silent Sun with unwavering devotion. The Holy Caste preaches salva- 
tion while wielding arcane miracles that terrify as much as they inspire. Their priests claim the Ebon Sun 
burns within the hearts of the righteous, but in truth, its fading light feels more like a slow death. 


The Pontifex Solis and their devoted inquisitors see heresy in every shadow. The Inquisition's work 
is relentless: rooting out dissent, purging towns, and ensuring unwavering devotion to the Ebon Sun. Their 
presence is always announced by the ringing of iron bells and the flickering glow of sacrificial pyres. Those 
who falter in their faith or fail to endure the eclipse’s trials are labeled heretics, their lives extinguished in 


fire and blood. 


The Iron Legions march beneath banners of holy flame, their blades blessed to cut down the un- 
faithful and the xenos alike. Their soldiers are relentless, fighting with a zeal born of fear and indoctrination. 
To falter in battle is to invite judgment from both their commanders and the Ebon Sun itself. Victory is hol- 
low, for the blood spilled under the eclipsed sky seems to soak the earth forever, leaving scars that never 


fade. 


The nights are a different terror. Beneath the veil of absolute darkness, horrors roam freely. The 
faithful whisper that the Ebon Sun averts its gaze during these hours, allowing heretics and demons to claw 
their way into the world. Villages are barricaded against the night, their doors marked with prayers, their 
windows shuttered tight. Only the bravest—or most desperate—dare venture into the blackness, torches in 
hand, knowing full well they might not return. 


Rebellion against the Dominion is nearly impossible, as trust is a rare commodity in a land where 
betrayal festers in the dark. Even those who secretly defy the Holy Caste must reckon with the ever-present 
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gaze of the Ebon Sun or the inquisitors who act as its ruthless enforcers. Resistance groups whisper of free- 
dom in hidden enclaves, but their fires are dim, their numbers thinning as the Dominion's iron grip tight- 
ens. 


This is a land of crimson skies and black nights, where faith is a weapon and despair is a constant 
companion. The Ebon Sun watches over all, casting its ominous glow on a world ruled by hypocrisy and 
fear. Beneath its eclipsed radiance, the faithful endure not because they believe in salvation, but because 
hope has been eclipsed as surely as the sun. 


Under the Silent Sun, the days bleed, and the nights devour. To survive here is to embrace the dark- 
ness—or be consumed by it. 


RACIAL VIEWPOINTS 


In the grim realm of the Silent Sun, humanity stands alone at the apex of creation, and any who dare 
to deviate from the divine order of the Ebon Sun are swiftly eradicated. The human race, united under the 
dark banner of the Ebon Sun, has fully embraced its superiority, seeing themselves not just as rulers, but as 
the chosen instruments of its will. Though they call themselves the stewards of the Ebon Sun's will, their 
faith is weaponized against them. The Holy Caste preaches that humans are divinely chosen, yet most live 
as expendable tools for the Dominion. Inquisitors conscript the young for the Iron Legion, while the Ponti- 
fex Solis ensures unwavering devotion through arcane miracles that strip the mind of dissent. Survival un- 
der the crimson sky means obedience; any hint of defiance is met with swift eradication. 


Non-humans are nothing but a blight upon the world, unworthy of servitude, and far too tainted to 
ever deserve mercy. Under the burning crimson sky, there is no room for tolerance, no room for coexist- 
ence. The Ebon Sun's wrath ensures that any who fall outside of humanity's sacred image are deemed un- 
worthy of even the cruelest of fates—execution is their only release. 


Once a noble race of ancient wisdom and beauty, elves are now hunted without mercy for their per- 
ceived immortality and their deep ties to powers that defy the Ebon Sun’s dominion. Elves are considered 
abominations, unworthy of life. Their long lives are seen as a mockery of the divine order, and their magical 
prowess is feared as a challenge to human supremacy. Elven cities are obliterated, and survivors are 
dragged to their doom—executed as heretics or subjected to grotesque experiments by the Inquisition. 
Even half-elves are not spared; they are hunted, used as bait for twisted rituals or executed on sight. There 
is no refuge for elves within the Dominion—only the cold embrace of death. 


Dwarves, though once valued for their strength and craftsmanship, are now regarded as nothing 
more than beasts of burden. Their skills in smithing and mining are twisted for the Dominion’s endless war 
machine, and their resistance is met with brutal force. Dwarven clans are shattered, their survivors forced 
into labor under harsh conditions or hunted down as heretics. Any dwarf who dares to retain their inde- 
pendence is executed without hesitation, their bodies desecrated as a warning to others. Even in hiding, 
dwarves face the ceaseless wrath of the Inquisition, branded as traitors to the Ebon Sun’s perfect order. 


Gnomes, with their cleverness and ingenuity, are seen as dangerous threats to the human order. 
Their inventions and magical knowledge are viewed as acts of rebellion, tools to be turned against the Do- 
minion. Gnomes are ruthlessly hunted down, their creations perverted for the sole benefit of the Ebon Sun. 
Those who are captured are subjected to horrific experiments, twisted into puppets for the Dominion’s de- 
signs, their very souls stripped away. Those who manage to evade capture live as fugitives, constantly hunt- 
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ed, constantly on the run, knowing that their fates will inevitably catch up to them. There is no sanctuary for 
snomes—only death or subjugation. 


Tieflings, marked by their infernal blood, are the most despised and feared of all. Their very exist- 
ence is seen as an affront to the purity of humanity and the will of the Ebon Sun. Their horns, tails, and dev- 
ilish features are grounds for immediate execution. Tieflings are hunted by the Inquisition with unrelenting 
zeal, sacrificed in dark rituals meant to fuel the twisted powers of the Pontifex Solis. Any tiefling caught out- 
side of the Dominion is swiftly put to death, their blood spilled to purify the land. They are seen as the low- 
est of the low, and their existence is a constant reminder of the Dominion’s brutal intolerance. 


Orcs and goblins are regarded as nothing more than savage beasts, fit only to be hunted and 
slaughtered. The Iron Legion treats them as expendable cannon fodder, drafted into endless wars and used 
as tools of destruction. Any orc or goblin who resists is executed without trial, their people exterminated in 
campaigns of brutal eradication. Those who survive are forced into the darkest corners of the Dominion’s 
prisons, subjected to unimaginable suffering. Half-orcs, born of two hated bloodlines, are the lowest of all, 
considered unworthy of life and executed without hesitation, their existence erased by the wrath of the In- 
quisition. 

Creatures of the night like vampires and lycanthropes are no safer under the rule of the Ebon Sun. 
Though their powers may be feared or revered, they are seen as abominations—twisted shadows of what 
humanity was meant to be. The Dominion uses them as pawns, but only to further their own ends. Those 
who refuse to serve the will of the Pontifex Solis are hunted down with extreme prejudice, burned alive, or 
executed in dark ceremonies. Even those who bend the knee to the Ebon Sun’s might are doomed to a life 
of servitude, their powers used to fuel the Dominion’s endless thirst for domination. The few who resist are 
crushed swiftly and without mercy, their lives deemed unworthy of the light of the Ebon Sun. 


Halflings, aasimar, and any other non-human race are seen as lesser beings, their lives to be dis- 
carded as easily as vermin. They are treated as expendable tools or are eliminated in the name of the Ebon 
Sun’s perfection. Non-humans who survive in the Dominion do so only by hiding, living in constant fear of 
discovery. Any who resist are executed on the spot. Those who are captured are either sacrificed or turned 
into tools for the Dominion’s cruel machinations. There is no tolerance for any race that does not serve hu- 
manity’s will. Resistance, rebellion, or even the slightest defiance is met with swift eradication. 


Under the Silent Sun, there is no mercy. The belief that only humanity is worthy of survival is abso- 
lute and unyielding. Non-humans are not seen as tools to be exploited—they are unworthy of even the low- 
est forms of servitude. To be anything other than human is to be a stain upon the world, and the Ebon 
Sun’s wrath is the only fate that awaits them. Non-humans will be eradicated without hesitation, their exist- 
ence deemed anathema to the divine order. In the eyes of the Dominion, there is no place for the xenos, 
and their fates are sealed—death, or worse, a fate unfit even for animals. There is no sanctuary, no refuge, 
only the eternal judgment of the Ebon Sun. 


LITERATURE AND ART 


BOOKS, TOMES AND SCROLLS 


In the grim, unforgiving world under the Ebon Sun, literacy is a privilege reserved for the elite— 
those who serve the Pontifex, the paladins, and the Inquisition. For the common folk and the rank-and-file 
soldiers, reading and writing are beyond their reach, unneeded skills in a world where obedience is en- 
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forced through fear and violence. The majority of the populace lives and dies without ever seeing the pages 
of a book, let alone understanding the arcane symbols scrawled within them. For them, the written word is 
as distant as the stars themselves—too far to grasp and irrelevant to their daily survival. 


For the few who do have access to the written word, books are powerful tools of control. They are 
not merely carriers of knowledge but instruments of power. The Inquisition, which governs both the mind 
and soul of the people, writes the orders, the edicts, and the scriptures that dictate the unyielding laws of 
the Dominion. Only those who are chosen by the Ebon Sun—those bound to the will of the Pontifex or the 
holy legions—are entrusted with the sacred texts, their contents shaping the lives of the masses and main- 
taining the Dominion's iron grip over the people. 


Among the soldiers and the peasantry, the very concept of books is viewed with a mix of ignorance 
and superstition. Some might have heard of the "books of power," whispered tales of ancient grimoires 
tied to sorcery, but for most, these are distant legends, far removed from their own reality. The idea that 
such books could hold knowledge or magic beyond the reach of their masters is unfathomable. The most 
dangerous texts are hidden away, locked in the vaults of the Pontifex or sealed by the Inquisition, kept from 
the prying eyes of the common folk. These are not just books; they are weapons—magical tomes, scrolls, 
and grimoires that could challenge the supremacy of the Ebon Sun if they fell into the wrong hands. 


However, even the most mundane books are viewed with suspicion by the ruling class. They are a 
potential threat, for knowledge is a form of power, and power must remain firmly in the hands of those who 
serve the Ebon Sun. To educate the masses is to invite rebellion. And thus, the few texts that manage to 
escape the Inquisition’s grasp are kept in secret, passed from hand to hand in hushed whispers. These 
books, whether they contain arcane knowledge or simply the history of the world, are seen as dangerous 
treasures—precious, elusive, and often cursed. 


Temples, scribes, and some of the more fortunate scholars in the larger cities may trade in these 
forbidden texts, copying maps, charters, and fragments of ancient books for the highest bidders. Independ- 
ent scribes, called "scriveners," operate in the shadows, writing letters for the illiterate masses or copying 
forbidden texts for those brave enough to seek them out. But in the smaller settlements, books are a rare 
and precious commodity. Here, scribes spend their time writing letters for those who cannot, and the few 
who can read are treated with a mix of reverence and suspicion. 


In the world of the Silent Sun, books are not mere relics of the past; they are potent forces, both 
feared and revered, locked away by the Inquisition to keep the truth from the masses. The written word is a 
weapon, a tool of oppression, and those who control it hold the reins of power over all. 


MAPS AND CHARTS 


In the grim, fractured world beneath the Ebon Sun, maps are rare, fragile commodities—coveted by 
those in power and jealously guarded by those who can afford them. They are more than simple tools for 
navigation; they are symbols of control and knowledge, each one a potentially dangerous weapon in a 
realm where the landscape is ever-shifting and the borders between realms blur. The accuracy of a map is 
often a distant concern; what matters is what can be hidden, what can be altered, and what can be protect- 


ed. 


Rulers, from the petty lords who govern small districts to the powerful kings who dominate vast ter- 
ritories, are the primary keepers of such maps. The wealthier nobles may possess detailed maps of their 
cities and their surrounding lands, some even owning ancient, faded maps of lands long lost to time, serv- 
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ing as relics of past glories. Yet, many of these maps are incomplete, out of date, or carefully altered to ob- 
scure inconvenient truths, for what is known can be used against them. Temples, guilds, and mercenary 
bands also hold a handful of these precious documents, their contents often closely guarded to ensure the 
secrecy of their operations. 


The Holy Caste, ever watchful, controls all sanctioned mapmaking. Only those in their service— 
priests, scribes under their command, and the rare authorized cartographer—are permitted to create or 
possess maps. To make a map without the Holy Caste's blessing is a heretical crime, one punishable by 
swift and brutal execution or worse. Maps are considered forbidden knowledge, and any attempt to chart 
the world outside the Church’s reach is seen as a challenge to divine authority. The Inquisitors enforce this 
doctrine with iron and fire, hunting down mapmakers and those who dare to possess such contraband with 
unyielding zeal. In a world where ignorance is a tool of control, knowledge is power—and power must be 
kept in the hands of the few. 


For most, obtaining a map is a costly endeavor fraught with peril. The common folk, soldiers, and 
even most adventurers have no access to accurate maps of any kind. What maps are available to the des- 
perate or curious are often stolen or found, their creators long dead or hidden away in obscurity. Some ra- 
re, black-market maps circulate in the underworld, forged or stolen from the vaults of the elite. These 
maps, when completed, are sold with a heavy price—sometimes incomplete, with only fragments of the 
original work ever given to clients. A full map, the whole picture, is a rarity few ever see. 


The independent scribes who deal in these maps are viewed with suspicion and fear. They navigate 
a dangerous web of secret deals, bribing officials, paying their way to access restricted collections, and 
working in the shadows to avoid the wrath of the Holy Caste. To copy a map is not merely a privilege, but a 
hazardous act that can cost one’s life. These scribes are constantly watched, their every stroke of the quill 
monitored to prevent theft or tampering with the sacred knowledge they handle. They must pay a portion of 
their fee just to access the maps—often a third or more of the cost they charge to their clients—and even 
then, they are never truly alone. A junior courtier or a novice priest keeps watch as the scribe works, ensur- 
ing no secrets are stolen or altered. 


Books of maps are even rarer—precious artifacts locked away in the most secure vaults of guilds, 
temples, and royal families. These books are often part of secret treasure troves, their contents hidden from 
the world at large. To own such a book is to hold extraordinary power—each map within might chart forbid- 
den lands, hidden treasures, or secrets that could unravel the fragile rule of the Ebon Sun itself. Such books 
are passed down in the dark, with their protectors ever vigilant, knowing that to lose one is to lose control 
over the very fabric of the realm. These books are not meant for public eyes, for they are more dangerous 
than the most potent of weapons—when the knowledge they contain falls into the wrong hands, it could 
tear apart the world itself. 


In this world, maps are not merely artifacts; they can be weapons of rebellion against the order of 
the Ebon Sun. And those who dare to make or possess them without the Holy Caste's blessing are con- 
demned as traitors, hunted by the Inquisition, and sacrificed to maintain the Church's dominion over 
knowledge. 


POPULAR LITERATURE 


In the grim, fractured world beneath the Ebon Sun, literature has become a cold, utilitarian tool of 
control and oppression. Art, poetry, and leisure have long since been extinguished, relics of a forgotten 
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past, left to the ashes of the old world. In this new age, only the written word holds power, and it is wielded 
by the Holy Caste and military elite to cement their dominion over the realm. Doctrine and military orders 
are the only texts that matter—their purpose is not to inspire or entertain, but to direct, to command, and 
to maintain the harsh order of a world broken beyond repair. 


The common folk, soldiers, and the vast majority of the population are illiterate, unable to compre- 
hend the written word even if they had access to it. For them, the doctrine and orders of the ruling classes 
are as distant and unfathomable as the sun itself. Their lives are shaped by the mandates of their superiors, 
carried out without question, without thought, and without the ability to resist. The few who can read are 
taught only to follow orders, to understand the language of submission and servitude. Literacy is not a priv- 
ilege of learning but a tool of control—readers are not thinkers, but instruments for executing the will of 
those who hold power. 


For the ruling caste and military leaders, however, literature is a constant presence, though its con- 
tents are as dry and sterile as the world itself. Doctrine books, filled with the edicts of the Holy Caste, are 
the most revered texts. These are not books of wisdom or enlightenment; they are manuals for governance, 
for the subjugation of the masses, for the reinforcement of the divine right to rule. These texts are written 
in austere language, filled with rigid structure and meticulous detail, outlining the proper conduct of both 
the common folk and the military. They teach loyalty, obedience, and the brutal necessity of maintaining 
order at all costs. There is no room for debate, no space for questioning, only the cold certainty that the 
rule of the elite is absolute and unchallenged. 


Orders from the military command are also widely circulated among the elite and the soldiers who 
serve them. These orders are clear and direct, containing the specific tasks and strategies needed to sup- 
press rebellion, extend the influence of the Holy Caste, or defeat the enemies of the realm. They are not de- 
signed to inspire or motivate; they are tools for coordination, for precision, and for war. These orders are 
often passed down from generals to subordinates, with each layer of command ensuring that the message 
is delivered without distortion. To fail in following these orders is to fail in one’s duty, and failure is met 
with swift and unforgiving punishment. 


The common soldier, however, may never even see the documents they are carrying out. Their 
knowledge is limited to what they are told, and their understanding of the greater world is constrained to 
the simple commands they are given. They are trained to follow orders unquestioningly, to move like a cog 
in a vast and unfeeling machine. In this world, there is no room for personal initiative, no place for individ- 
ual thought. The doctrine is not a path to self-discovery or enlightenment; it is the rigid framework within 
which the soul is shackled, and the will of the people is broken. 


In the higher echelons of power, a more elaborate system exists, where scribes—many of whom are 
also soldiers themselves—are tasked with copying and distributing the latest orders, edicts, and decrees. 
These scribes are carefully watched, monitored by their superiors to ensure that no information is altered 
or omitted. Their work is essential to maintaining the flow of power through the ranks, and they are com- 
pensated handsomely for their efforts. However, they are also subject to the same rules of obedience and 
control as any other member of the military or the elite, and they are not free to question the nature of the 
orders they write or distribute. 


The rarest and most revered texts are those containing the doctrine of the Holy Caste itself, which 
outlines the divine mandate given to the rulers by the Ebon Sun. These texts are regarded with near-sacred 
reverence, for they confirm the legitimacy of the ruling class and the very structure of society. To possess 
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such a text is to hold the power of divine will in one's hands, a privilege granted only to the highest 
in the land. These texts are closely guarded, often locked away in vaults or hidden in the most secure tem- 
ples, accessible only to those few who have been deemed worthy by the Holy Caste. They are not simply 
books; they are symbols of authority, reinforcing the structure of a world built on rigid hierarchy and un- 
yielding control. 


In this world, literature serves only to enforce the will of those in power. There are no grand stories, 
no tales of heroism or tragedy, no dreams of a better world. There is only the cold, hard truth of doctrine 
and orders—words that shape lives, bind souls, and ensure that the old world’s frivolities remain buried 
beneath the shadow of the Ebon Sun. 


